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INAL examinations were over, commence-
ment would take place tomorrow, in a day
or so the college would be deserted. Every-

body, including the Faculty, seemed per-

fectly contented that another year was
about to close, with the exception of Thomas Beau-
mont Lane. Thomas, better known as Topsy, was
utterly disconsolate and ill at ease. Such a frame
of mind was foreign to the happy-go-lucky Topsy.

Of course, he had failed most of his exams, but this

did not bother him ; on the contrary he gave it little

thought. He would repeat the same subjects next

year, and the professors, knowing him, would ex-

pect little or nothing, and the young man had al-

ways lived up to these expectations. Topsy was not

his usual self because summer was at hand and he

had no place to go, no job to loaf at. He didn't care

to go home for various reasons, chief of which was
his father's letter received a few days previous, in-

forming him that the household could get along

nicely without him during vacation. The father

evidently was a firm believer in the "absence makes
the heart grow fonder."

Topsy, a remarkable quarterback, was almost a

good baseball player, and that almost meant not a

little. He had dazzling speed, unlimited nerve, a

keen desire to play ball, but lacked something which

kept him in the class of substitutes.

On the approach of his roommate and buddy,

Jimmy Nichols, Topsy seemed to become more de-

spondent. Jimmy had been Varsity shortstop the

last three years, was captain-elect for next year, on

graduation day would step in to the big leagues.

"Why the gloomy look, Topsy? Didn't you rate

90 in all your exams? Or didn't father send his

monthly allowance as usual. Or didn't
—

" Topsy

cut this sally short with a look of disgust that was
silencing. "Some fellows get all the breaks. I sup-

pose you're on your way to the station now to turn

down several big jobs."

"To tell the truth, Topsy, I am on my way to turn

down not several offers, but only one. It was a base-

ball job, which, of course, precludes my turning it

over to you."

"Precludes is good." And now Topsy was all at-

tention. "Where was this job and how much were

you to get?"

"In a town called Roxbury, down in Maine, They

were to pay me $600 for the summer,"

The next question was rather startling.

"Do they know you down there; that is, have they

seen you play?"
'

"No, they don't know me; the manager knows me
only by my record here at school."

"Well, then, Thomas Beaumont Lane," joyfully

exclaimed Topsy, "Congratulate yourself, you"ve
got a job

;
you're fixed for the summer, Nick, you're

a real pal,"

"What's the big idea?" asked the astonished

Nichols.

"Oh, just this," answered Topsy, "as far as this

job is concerned, I'm going to be you; very simple

matter. I play under your name and collect the

money. What's to prevent my getting away with

it?"

"Nothing, except the fact that you're a bum ball

player. I happen to know they play fast ball down
there and you can't possibly make the grade. Give

it up, Topsy; you can't get away with it."

"Nothing doing," said the now determined Topsy.

"Nick, this is an act of Providence and it would be

sinful on my part to pass it up. Let me try it any-

way. I'll make it go. Why, with your 'rep' and
my nerve I'll be the sensation of the town. Don't

you see they will hang on to me, no matter how I go
because they will be expecting me to hit my stride,

and you know, Jimmy, that every now and then, I

strike a streak and go like a house afire. Come on,

Nick, be a good scout and give me the necessary

'dope' and the price of a telegram."

"All right, then ; here's the letter with the full

particulars. But honestly, Topsy, I think you're

crazy. And by the way," as Topsy started for the

station, "they want a picture of you in uniform for

the weekly newspaper,"

"Oh, boy, I have just what they want. Remember
the picture of me in the alumni game, tagging the

runner at second base. It's just the thing for grace

and form and they can't tell that I had lost the ball,

I can't tell you, Jimmy, how I appreciate you asking

me to take this job. Of course, you would play down
there under 'Jimmy Brown,' which is good enough
for me. Leaving tonight are you? If I don't see

you again, I'll write and let you know how I am
making out. Goodbye now, Jimmy, and thanks

again for the job."

Just one week after the above conversation,

about 10 P. M., Topsy arrived in Roxbury, pre-

pared to stay for the summer if the place appealed

to him. On alighting from the train, he was
greeted most effusively by a stout, important-look-

ing individual, who introduced himself as J. Fred
Merrill, Manager of the Trojans.

"I can't tell you, Mr. Brown, how delighted I am
that you decided to come here. Since we are going


